LETTER FROM THE REDDITOR 



This month we focused on collaboration and developing new content 
to give our readers something more than theymaysee on the website. 
Issue 7 is what our magazine has always set out to be - proving the 
reddit community is more unique, more interesting, and far more 
talented than what is only found on the front page. 



Better late than never - and Issue 7 
has definitely been worth the wait. This 
month The Redditor brings you some of 
the strongest and most original work yet. 
With each issue it's becoming easier to 
find support from the community, and in 
addition to our usual guest artist, we've 
worked with an incredible illustrator whose 
work elevates the magazine to a new level. 
We have two original AMAs, 10+ pages 
of original artwork developed specifically 
for the issue, and finally, we are thrilled to 
share an exclusive Q&A with the creator of 
Minecraft, Markus Persson (aka Notch), to 
complement our Subreddit of the Month. 

This month we focused on collaboration 
and developing new content to give our 
readers something more than they may 
see on the website. In previous issues, we 
featured work by a talented painter, Johan 
Potma-in Issue 7, we offeran exclusive AMA 
and images, giving Potma the attention he 
deserves. Expanding on a post we found 
buried on the site, another exclusive 
feature this month tells the story of a young 
woman visiting an outcast witch colony 
and black market in Ghana, including 



photos that must be seen to be believed. 
Issue 7 is what our magazine has always set 
out to be - proving the reddit community 
is more unique, more interesting, and far 
more talented than what is only found on 
the front page. 

Taking on the challenge of designing 
this month's chapter pages is an amazing 
fantasy and sci-fi artist, Jesse Mead of 
Atlanta. Mead creates an incredibly 
detailed series of four images based upon 
another submission of hers we found on 
reddit (also featured in the /pics section). 
Our second guest artist is Kate Glasheen of 
Brooklyn, whose work we also featured in 
previous issues. Glasheen illustrated and 
painted 13 gorgeous pieces to be used 
throughout the magazine and in this issue's 
/FirstWorldProblems pieces. 

We hope you enjoy our new features and 
discover some quality content that slipped 
by. Beyond the pages, you can always find 
back issues at theredditor.com, subscribe 
to our subreddit at /r/theredditor, and 
please feel free to leave any thoughts, 
feedback, and content suggestions for 
future issues. 
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rtrt I ONLY GOT ONE DIPPING SAUCE WITH MY 20 
UU NUGGETS AND HAD TO RATION IT LIKE 
IT WAS WWII. 



ASKREDDIT 



WHAT'S THE 
STRANGEST 
THING YOUR 
GIRLFRIEND 
HAS PULLED 
OUT OF 
HER PURSE? 

ONEOFTHOSEPIMPS 



A friend of mine once carried 
a brick around in her purse 
for a few days in hopes that 
someone would notice it was 
heavy and say, "Gosh, do you 
carry bricks in there?!" And 
then she could pull the brick 
out and say, "Why yes, I do." 

NORTHERNCACY 

I had a pancake in my purse 
for months. For some reason, 
when it was first cooked, it 
became insanely hard, as if it 
had been varnished. I kept it 
for months to see if it would 
go moldy. Never did. It was 
great to pull out if someone 
said they were hungry. 

REDROBINE 



1 changed purses recently and 
in addition to 7 different kinds 
of lip gloss, 3 flash drives, an 
iPhone AND a Blackberry USB 
cable; I had 2 pair of pliers (side- 
cutting and needle-nose) and a 
fake mustache. 

DORKAHONTAS 

My grandmother put a whole 
raw pot roast in her purse and 
boarded a plane from Chicago 
to Arizona. Clearly pre-9/1 1 . 

PERDITAJU ANITA 

1 was helping someone 
move stuff into their new 
apartment with my ex, and 
we're looking at the ground, 
seeing ants. She pulls an ant 
trap out of her purse. 

ETHIOPIANGOD 



My husband once "WTFed?" 
when he found three rocks 
in my purse. You know that 
gravel that is sometimes used 
in landscaping? Well 1 like 
to try to spot the limestone 
pebbles and look to see if they 
have any fossils in them. I 
had two fossils of the stems 
of ancient sea lilies, and one 
fossil of an arthropod. 

EEKTHEBAT 



Not my gf, but she pulled out a 
pump and a puncture repair kit 
when we saw someone with 
a flat. She doesn't even ride a 
bike. 

ZINGZONG70 



Not a girlfriend, just a date 
I went on a long time ago. I 
needed a tire gauge, she said she 
had one, and started dumping 
crap out of her purse. No, tire 
gauge is not the weirdness. She 
had not one, not two, but three 
handguns in her purse. There 
was no second date. 

CONSENSUALBESTIAUTY 



As a girl, 1 never go anywhere 
without my sonic screwdriver. 

THEPALEPRINCE 



Once pulled a dead baby lizard 
out of my bag. No idea how it 
got in there or how long it had 
been dead. 

SHAKENSUNSHINE 



(7(7 TODAY I LEARNED: FEMALES 
L L ARE PROP COMEDIANS. 



ASKREDDIT 



SIMPLE PRANKS 

What are your favorite pranks that require almost no prep? 

($} SIB301 



Whenever my wife and I are out for a car ride and I 
see a sprinkler that sprays onto the road, I slow down 
a bit, put the passenger side window down and time 
it so that the water sprays into the car. It's more fun 
if your passenger doesn't realize what's going on 
until they get wet. 
CALMICHE 



1) Empty out a jar of mayonnaise 

2) Prepare vanilla pudding 

3) Place the pudding in the empty jar 

4) Eat it in front of people 
LEGOKING 
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PUT CHICKEN BOUILLON CUBES 
BEHIND THE SHOWERHEAD. 



Sometimes, when I'm first at a stoplight with a car 
on my left and nobody behind me, I'll put my car 
in reverse and slowly back up. The car to my left 
thinks they're slowly pulling out into traffic, and 
you can see a moment of panic on their face that's 
just great. 
THIRSTYBOOTS 

Add an MP3 sound of an electric razor to your 
phone. Put your phone behind someone's head 
and play the sound, pretending to take a chunk out 
of their hair. 
POUNDINGBASSUNE 



ASKREDDIT 



When you stop at a stop sign or stoplight and there 
is someone standing on the street outside of the 
passenger side window (perhaps waiting to cross 
the street), simply roll down your passenger side 
window. 

This causes two things to happen. First, the 
passenger will look out the window and wonder 
why it's going down. Second, the pedestrian will 
take notice and look at the window being rolled 
down. What then ensues is a gloriously awkward 
moment between the passenger and the pedestrian 
as they stare at each other without any clue as to 
what is actually happening. 
SIB301 

At night, when the house is dark, enter before your 
significant other. Go into a dark room where you 
know they are heading. Hide against the wall 
where you can't be seen and place your hand on 
the light switch. When they enter the dark room 
and reach for the light switch and instead feel a 
hand, be prepared to perform CPR 
BLOODSOAKEDOILIES 

Old and classic. Take a high quality print screen of 
the desktop. Set as wallpaper and remove actual 
desktop icons. Watch 'em get mad with frozen 
desktop and reboot endlessly. 
ELDGRIM 

Get a tomato and approach a friend Ask them 
if they'd like to try a "Hawaiian Apple" and 
hand them the tomato. If they fall for it 
the results are hilarious. It's harmless 
fun. 

SOUDNESS 

As a female, I like to leave the toilet 
seat up in public bathrooms. 
ROCKETJUMP 

Duct tape a harmonica under the 
front bumper of your friend's car. 
Whether they come to realize there's 
a strange sound or not, it still makes for 
a good time for the people laughing as 
they drive by. 
ROCK024 



Place pennies on top of 
ceiling fan blades. I'm 
talking 5 dollars worth. 
Make sure the fan is set to 
where the lower side of 
the fan blades lead in the 
fans rotation. When they 
turn the fan on next time 
they enter the room, the 
pennies won't fly off right 
away because they're 
fighting the slope of the 
fan blade. Then, penny 
apocalypse. 



SHOYUGAZER 




ASKREDDIT 



If you were the 

LAST MAN ON EARTH 

What would you do? 



RAOULDUKE44 



I would start going through people's homes and 

see how they really lived. 

JAKEVOL2 

Crash Lamborghinis. 

SYSTEMIZER 

I would find a suitable car, stockpile gasoline 
and supplies, and explore the continental USA 
by myself. 1 would leam to drive boats, I would 
learn to fly planes, and 1 would read as many 
books as I could manage. I would dedicate myself 
to learning everything I could about everything. 
Human culture, science, philosophy, biology, 
everything. 

I would take digital cameras from consumer 
electronics stores, stockpile fash memory and 
basically every other kind of electronics, and I 
would document the world. Then I would commit 
it to as many forms as I could. Stone carvings, 
engravings, digital, analog, everything. 
Why? I don't know. Maybe to leave 
behind an instruction manual 
for the next ape that gains self- 
consciousness. 
THE_PUN_STOPS_HERE 



I'd get two German shepherd pups, male and 
female, and do my best to train them. They'd be 
my company so I don't go completely insane. 
Then I'd go down to the local library and read 
survival guides for the next year or two. Really 
immerse myself in living off the land. Grow a 
beard. Consistently expose myself to zoo animals. 
Then wander North America until I die. 
FINGERTROLLIN 



Move into the White House. 
Turn it into my own persona 
museum. 

WHY-GUY 





ASKREDDIT 



Download Wikipedia and read up on how to operate and fix solar panels; also look up farming 
methods and how to grow my own food. Food and power will run out sooner or later. 
FATTYTHEFAGGOT 



I would just go around and break stuff. 

KKAMBOS 

After coming to terms with the shock and the grief, the loss of loved ones and the sheer 
bewilderment of it all, this 21st Century Man, whose practical skills extend no further than wiring 
a plug and putting up some shelves, would almost certainly descend into madness. Of course I 
would first have a wank on the streets, that's obvious, but what then? 
One or more nuclear power plants would go into meltdown as cooling pumps failed. The 
equivalent of several Chemobyls could render big areas of the country uninhabitable. With 
prevailing winds as they are, it would perhaps be best to head for the westernmost parts of the 
country or even try to escape Britain altogether. (This would be hard considering I can't fly an 
aeroplane or drive a boat.) Assuming I avoided this radiation, hygiene would then be an issue, if 
I chose to remain in the city; I would find the lack of mains, sewage and drainage a problem after 
only a few days, as the pumping stations failed, while rivers would probably be too polluted to 
bathe in. 

Food and water would be simple to get thanks to shopping markets full of bottled water and 
canned food, but I would most likely have to fight for this food against giant mutated animals 
bom of the nuclear fallout who wander into the cities. It's damn well impossible to get guns in this 
country so I would be royally fucked. 
SCIENCE-FACTION 

Assuming I'm not sure if I'm the last person on Earth, I'd 
go out and try to find some other people. I'd probably 
wander for days until I lose all hope. 

PUJAPATEL8 

Try not to break my glasses. 
SINESTR01982 

First I would begin gathering the most important books. I would find mechanical manuals, 
medical manuals, philosophy, literature, all of it. Then I would find craft beer stores and I would 
start cleaning them out. I would find a massive building for shelter. Then, I would read and drink. 
DJTURN BLOOM 



I would be a dick and kill myself. 

TRAVISHAZE 





I am usually one of the first guys from my team to get to work and the kitchen was deserted as 
usual. I walked into the little kitchen, there was a ceramic egg tray with 12 eggs in it, all spaces are 
filled with warm freshly boiled eggs. I take one, walk over to the garbage bin, and shuck the shell. 
Then 1 walk back over to the food and stop dead. There are 1 2 eggs in the tray again. No one entered 
the room while I was peeling the thing. 1 touched the mystery egg it was the same temp as the 
other eggs around it. Given one does not get presented with strange eggs from a parallel universe 
every day, I peeled and ate that one too. 
SUPERUNHAPPYFUNTIME 



Driving to work one day, stop at a red light. Look to my left, a beige 2007 Chevy Suburban. Look 
across the intersection, 2007 beige Chevy Suburban. Look at the traffic crossing: two 2007 beige 
Chevy Suburbans, going through the intersection. Not so much a "glitch in the matrix" moment as 
it was a "stuck in Grand Theft Auto" moment. 
ONOSENDAICYBERSPACE7 



One time I found an onion ring in my basket of fries 

RTECHNIX 



My dad had a little toy monkey that he used to call his "favorite child" and tease my siblings and 
me with. Not in a bad way, but it was really frustrating to us and we spent hours trying to steal it 
from him. One day we finally got the monkey and threw it into the garbage after drawing on it 
and mangling it for a bit. My dad laughed and searched for it, but basically figured we had thrown 
it out and gave up after a week or so. A few years later, I'm walking down the street in Toronto (I 
don't live in Toronto, was just visiting friends) and see this little orange object on the side of the 
road. When I walk over to it, I pick it up and see that it was the exact same monkey. It even had 
the black sharpie lines on it from when we drew all over it. I honestly cannot even come up with 
the chances of that happening, especially considering our garbage is sent to a local dump and is 
nowhere near Toronto. 
MATICS 



I was sitting in a group of three people in class one day when my friend dropped his pen on the 
desk. I saw it stall in mid-air for a second, then drop on his desk. My friend asked, "Did anyone else 
see that?" All my friends saw it, and it was just the weirdest thing I've ever seen. To this day I have 
no explanation for it. 
DEATH MOON68 



I have an overwhelming, terrified reaction to any time I see footage or a recreation of the D-Day 
invasion of Normandy. I can watch anything about any other type of war/battle/what-have-you, 
but for some reason, and I don't know why - the D-Day invasion strikes something in me. The 
worst time was when 1 watched "Saving Private Ryan," my heart felt like it was going to pound 
out of my chest, I felt a sense of panic that I have never felt, and tears started streaming down my 
face. 1 was paralyzed in my seat. I had the strangest 'you've been there' feeling that I've never had 
before. 

THE_MUCHNESS 



Every so often I 
later in rea 



I have dreams, which play out years 
ife exactly as I've dreamt them. 



DONTTOSSME 



Woke up one morning when I was 16 or so and realized that I had forgotten how to tie my shoes. 
Like, this action I had done every day almost since I could walk, was wiped from my mind. I had 
to learn all over again. 
AFINEWAYTODIE 



Driving to work one day, stop at a red light. Look to my left, a beige 2007 Chevy Suburban. Look 
across the intersection, 2007 beige Chevy Suburban. Look at the traffic crossing: two 2007 beige 
Chevy Suburbans, going through the intersection. Not so much a "glitch in the matrix'' moment as 
it was a "stuck in Grand Theft Auto" moment. 
ONOSENDAICYBERSPACE7 



I used to work in a building that had three levels of sub-basements, with the piece of lab equipment 
I typically worked on in the lowest basement. I had the only key. There was a wired phone in there, 
and I did work late some nights... but not this night. I was sleeping alone in my apartment when 
I woke up to a call on my cell phone from my girlfriend at 3 AM, she was in hysterics and asking 
why I scared her. Apparently she received a call from that basement phone just a minute earlier, 
with someone who sounded like me slowly repeating her name, until crackling and fading out. 
My apartment was 10 miles away from work. I thought she was lying, but I saw the 3 AM call from 
the basement phone logged on her cell myself. 
JEANOFJOGON 





MY FAVORITE WEBSITE IS OVERRUN BY HIGH SCHOOL KIDS. 




THE ARTWORK OF 

JOHAN POTMA 

My name is Johan Potma. I'm an artist, illustrator, gallerist, 
weirdo, collector of the odd, liker of the strange. 

R*3 JOHAN POTMA 




My name is Johan Potma. I'm an artist, illustrator, gallerist, 
weirdo, collector of the odd, liker of the strange. 1 have 
always drawn strange characters aslong as I can remember. 
I was born in the Netherlands. As a skateboarding kid I 
discovered my love for art and figured out that this was 
going to be my direction in life. After studying advertising 
and then Illustration at the Minerva Art Academy in 
Groningen, I moved to Berlin. I share three galleries called 
Zozoville, Onkel Zozo, and The Cheese Mountain Tragedy. 
This is where I work and exhibit my latest pieces. 



YOU HAVE A UNIQUE STYLE OF PAINTING ON 
WOOD. WHAT ATTRACTS YOU TO THE MEDIUM? 
DO YOU EMBRACE THE IMPERFECTIONS? 

I have always had a love for the weird, the underdog, 
the unusual. I found failure, losers, oddballs, etc. so 
much more interesting than the beautiful ideals I saw 
around me being used by the mainstream media. This I 
think is evident if you look at my work. To me it is a voice 
against these shallow ideals. The materials I use are an 
extension of that. 

I love to use old scratched up pieces of wood as the 
background for my artwork. The materials tell a story of 
their own through the scratches, dents and cracks. I will 
play with these elements to tell a story of my own on top 
of that. 

During the painting process, the image will be 
influenced by the material, steering it in directions that 
I myself hadn't thought of when I created the original 
sketch. I really appreciate this part of making art, not 
being in total control and letting the material in fUence 
the outcome. Damage and mistakes are elements I have 
come to embrace in my work. Elements that play a role 
in something I highly value, which is imperfection. O 




FIND THE PIECES OR 
SCRAPS YOU PAINT 
ON? WHAT DO YOU 
LOOK FOR? 

I am always on the 
look out for materials. 
Whether it is at fea 
markets, in antique 
shops or sometimes I 
find beautiful stuff in 
the streets of Berlin. 
It is important that 
the materials I use are 
suitable as a background 
to paint on. This means 
that it has to be dry, not 
rotting or infested by 
termites. I also do not 
want to have to scrape 
off pieces of road kill 
from it, so yes, there are 
certain criteria in the 
materials I work with. 
Other than that, 1 really 
like the life story the 
materials bring to the 
table. 



HOW DOES PAINTING 
ON WOOD OR 
OTHER FOUND 
SURFACES COMPARE 
TO TRADITIONAL 
CANVAS? 

Canvas is a very soft 
material to paint on 
and wasn't the right 
material for me to work 
with. I needed some- 
thing harder, something 
tougher. I liked to scratch 
things up and was really 
focusing on creating a 
rougher outcome. 




I FOUND FAILURE, LOSERS, ODDBALLS, ETC 
SO MUCH MORE INTERESTING THAN THE 
BEAUTIFUL IDEALS I SAW AROUND ME 




Wood turned out to be 
perfect for this. Especially old wood. I experimented 
with all sorts of materials in art school and somehow 
ended up where I am today. 

Art school really gave me so much. I had a chance to 
try out all sorts of techniques and materials. I loved it! 
I started integrating collage into my work for the first 
time and that really gave me the opportunity to create 
something unique. I like how an old paper collage in 



my work gives clues to 
a past, a realness, and 
suggests that you are 
looking at something 
that at some point 
"really" happened. 



YOU OFTEN PAINT 
WITHIN SPECIFIC, 
ODDLY SHAPED 
FRAMES. DO YOU 
SKETCH FIRST, AND 
THEN LOOK FOR A 
FRAME? OR FIND A 
FRAME AND THEN 
SKETCH TO FIT? 

I am always close to my 
sketchpad. This is where 
it all starts. I draw a lot 
and put many of my 
thoughts and ideas on 
paper. It starts out with 
a line that becomes a 
shape. The shape will 
become a character and 
the character becomes 
part of a story. Many 
of these thoughts and 
ideas don't go very far, 
but some do. These I will 
refine and develop to be 
suitable for a painting. 
Next I have to start 
thinking about the 
ideal size and the ideal 
background. My studio 
is full of materials that I 
can use and hopefully I 
will have the right piece 
there. 

Then another really fun 
part starts, the painting. 



WHAT IS YOUR 
GENERAL PROCESS 
FROM START TO 
FINISH? 



As soon as I have gotten a sketch that excites me, I 
need to find a piece to paint it on, and the sketch will be 
transferred to the wood. I usually begin by creating a 
layer of paper collage on the wood - this is the "canvas" 
on which 1 will transfer the sketch. I then will paint 
over the collage, and by using sandpaper and water I 
push back the paint to try to find an interesting balance O 



between the wooden background material, the paint, 
and the paper collage. I will also sketch out the most 
important parts of the painting. Then I start filling in 
the rough color fields, leaving room for the material to 
dictate certain directions the piece can take. By refining 
these steps, I eventually get to a point at which the piece 
looks somewhat finished to me. 



WHAT ARE YOUR INFLUENCES WHEN 
DEVELOPING CONCEPTS AND SKETCHES? 

My inspiration is just my life in general. I am very 
observant of my surroundings and translate all my 
experiences into sketches and sketch ideas. A guy picking 
his nose on the train can inspire me to make a drawing 
of a cave-exploring monster. . . just like that 



WHAT SORT OF GALLERIES HAVE YOUR WORK 
BEEN FEATURED IN? 

I have exhibited my work in many galleries apart from 
my own here in Berlin. I have shown my work in 
Holland, France, Spain, Austria and a couple of times in 
the United States. The shows are different every time. 
I like meeting new audiences and local artists from 
around the world. Besides the shows, my work has been 
featured in numerous magazines, TV shows, and I get 
published in illustration annuals every year. 



WHAT SORT OF COMMISSION WORK HAVE YOU 
DONE? DOES YOUR STYLE CHANGE MUCH FOR 
CORPORATE CLIENTS? 

I try to do a couple of commercial projects each year. I 
have two agents who represent me in the commercial 
field and who negotiate commissioned work for a variety 
of clients for me worldwide. I have worked for Pepsi, 
Nivea, Playboy, McCain, to name a few. My style doesn't 
really change when working for these clients. They 
know my work and ask me to do exactly this, applied to 
their concepts. 

ANY FAVORITE PIECES? 

It is hard to name one favorite piece, because what I like 
changes daily. It all sort of depends on my mood I guess. 
What I like about looking at my own work is discovering 
bits and pieces that I can't quite remember making. 

When painting, I get lost in the process. Looking back at 
pieces makes me see things in a new light, weird choices, 
bizarre details. 
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THIS SOCK 

REWARD 14.7 MILLION DOLLAR 

last seen around the 
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am a former 911 operator. Ask me anything. 



HOW LONG DOES IT TAKE TO TRACE A LOCATION 
FROM A CALL? 

When you call 911, it's not instant. Sometimes with 
smartphones (Android, i Phone, etc.) it can be near instant 
- but other times, it takes 2-5 minutes. The first "location" 
data we get is the cell tower you call from and then any 
GPS coordinates. The cell tower may not even be the 
nearest available, but it's just the one your 91 1 call was 
routed to. If your phone doesn't have GPS, it can take 30 
minutes to 24 hours for the phone company to trace it. 



ARE THERE ANY OTHER SMALL THINGS YOU CAN 
TELL US THAT WOULD HELP IMMENSELY IN AN 
EMERGENCY? 

Location, location, location. If you ever call 911, wait 
for them to say whatever and state your location. That's 
more important than what is going on. Trust me. 

Don't give us the whole, "He did this, he did that..." All 
we need to know is, "They are bleeding because they got 
in a fight." 

Save everything else for the cop. We don't really need it. 

If it's medical - location followed by symptoms. 
Remaining calm is the hardest thing to do in an 
emergency, but it's the best thing to do. 



EVER HAVE SOMEONE DIE WHILE YOU WERE ON 
THE PHONE WITH THEM? 

Yes. The very first call I ever had, the guy died. I heard 
him take his last "gasp" for air. 

1 . wnxf u- ■'. MinoMitrro- i-nnl* teaman *\n 

WHAT IS THE MOST HEART-WRENCHING CALL 
YOU'VE EVER RECEIVED? 

I heard a woman get beat by her husband. It was sad. 
I could hear her scream in pain. When the officers got 
there, she had bled all over the house and nearly died. I 
could never imagine hitting my significant other... That 
call made me realize the reality of domestic violence and 
abuse. I never realized how bad it was before. 

02sMs2S^33, 23H3 



HAS ANYONE CALLED IN THAT YOU PERSONALLY 
KNEW? I WOULD IMAGINE THAT WOULD BE 
NERVE-WRACKING. 

Yes. They didn't know it was me. I had about 10 people I 
knew personally... When they panic, they never realize 
things like your operator name, your voice. . . You have 
to take every call seriously; I never let a person know. 



NARRATIVE 

HAVE YOU EVER BEEN IN A SITUATION WHERE 
YOU HAVE TO TALK SOMEONE DOWN FROM 
COMMITTING SUICIDE? 

Yes. I wasn't trained to do it and we usually transfer them 
to the suicide hotline (unless they are hurting or have 
caused harm - then we send police and ambulance) but 
there were multiple times the suicide hotline was offline. 




CASfc RCkUHWQ FACTORS) 

HOW OFTEN DO YOU GET PHONE CALLS? 
It depends - we had a train derailment once; we got 
about 100 calls in about 10 minutes (for 5 people), which 
ramped up to 500+ per 10 minutes. Sometimes, we can 
go 4-6 hours without a single call. I worked one night 
shift (8 hours) and only took two calls that night. 



WHAT DO YOU DO IF YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND 

WHAT THE PERSON IS SAYING? 

This happens a lot. If the caller hardly speaks any English, 

we connect to a company called Language Line, and 

they< will translate any language. Normally, you can 

figure out what they want though, even with a heavy 

accent. 
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WHICH CALL (OR TYPE OF CALL) PUT YOU UNDER 
THE MOST STRESS? 

Once I had to help deliver a baby over the phone, and 
another about child abductions. Those were the two 
most stressful calls ever. The third was the time where 
we got a call about a shooter and an abandoned cop car, 
and the officer was not responding on his radio. (He was 
peeing in the woods.) 



OUT OF IDLE CURIOSITY DO YOU HAVE ANY 
SPECIFIC RELIGIOUS BELIEFS? 
I'd have to call myself an Atheist. I respect everyone's 
religion though, and nonetheless - I've read the entire 
bible and know why I disagree with it. But sometimes, 
even as an atheist, I do things that I don't believe in to 
help others (prayer). Maybe I don't get anything from 
prayer or believe in it, but the other person may and I 
want to give him some hope. It has been 
proven that people who have hope in 
critical conditions are more likely to 
pull out. I wouldn't be able to live 
with myself if I would have told 
him I was Atheist instead of 
helping him. 



HOW DO YOU 
HANDLE 
PRANKS? 
We tell them we are 
tracing the line and 
sending the police. 

IF I WAS CHOKING TO 
DEATH BUT MANAGED TO 
DIAL 911 (AND ALL YOU HEAR IS 
SOME WEIRD NOISES), WHAT ARE MY 
CHANCES OF BEING RESCUED BEFORE 
DIE? 

If you have a smartphone, it depends on how well of 
a GPS signal we get. If you have a home phone, most 
departments have a policy where an officer has to go to 
the home. 

Always make sure your apartment door is unlocked, 
and the best thing to do is keep dialing 911 with the 
dispatcher on the line. The noises, a lot of times we 
attribute to just weird noises. We always call back, but if 
you keep pressing 91 1 (we know that sound), it may give 
you a better chance. 

The best thing to do is to use a chair and do the Heimlich 
on yourself. 



DO YOU FIND IT HARD TO SUPPRESS YOUR 
EMOTIONS WHEN YOU RECEIVE A CALL FROM 
SOMEONE IN A MOMENTOF EXTREME DISTRESS? 
No, actually... it's weird. Your adrenaline kicks in and 
you are able to set aside all personal feelings, emotions, 
fears and thoughts to help out. I will admit - sometimes, 
calls are extremely tiresome. I've had two or three calls 
where I literally put my head on the desk and took a 
micro-nap after a call. The phones are loud enough to 
wake you up though. 



WE GOT A CALL ABOUT A SHOOTER AND A 
ABANDONED COP CAR, AND THE OFFICE 
WAS NOT RESPONDING ON HIS RADIO... 
(HE WAS PEEING IN THE WOODS.) 



IF I WAS INTERESTED IN 
DOING THIS AS A JOB, 
HOW SHOULD I GO ABOUT 
IT? WHO DO I TALK TO/ 
WHERE WOULD I APPLY? 
Call the department on the non- 
emergency line. Ask to speak to the captain, and ask 
how you apply. It's on-the-job training, and no special 
skills required (other than multitasking, computer skills, 
speech and quick thinking). 
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Last summer I interned as a photographer in Ghana. My main interest was violations in human rights, which led me to the 
Gambaga witch colony. Women, usually in positions of power (business owners, community leaders, etc.), are often accused 
by other villagers of being witches through accusations including things like making a child stillborn, preventing rain, or 
causing cholera outbreaks. They are shunned from their comm unities and forced to go to outcast colonies. And as I graduated 
with degrees in Animal Science and Zoology, I was also interested in actually seeing the animal black markets first hand 

PEOPLE_PENGUIN 




HOW DID YOU TRAVEL? 

The witch colony itself was very difficult to get to. 1 
took a seventeen hour bus ride (complete with chicken 
passengers and goats tied to the roof) from the capitol, 
Accra, and then took lots of tro-tros (eighteen people 
shoved into the space of a mini van, held together by 
hope and duct tape.). There was a small guest house at the 
colony that, after some difficulty, I stayed at, consisting 
of a bed and chair, which was more than I needed. 

I intentionally fasted because 1 didn't want to get horrible 
stomach problems when 1 had so much travelling to 
do, and in vehicles that don't stop until they either 
break down or get you there. I also didn't want to seem 
insensitive since it was clear that many of the women 
and children were starving. 

HOW DID YOU COMMUNICATE WITH THE 
VILLAGERS? 

The villagers had very diverse backgrounds, there are 
about 79 different languages spoken in Ghana alone. 
Many of the women were from surrounding regions, and 
couldn't communicate with each other, so the women 
are housed in groups based on region of origin. I hired 
a translator through the local church who presented 
me to the chief before my entry (and let me know I was 
supposed to bring an offering of schnapps to him.) 

It was important to me for the women to know that 
I respected them, and that I wasn't there to gawk at 
or exploit anyone, which was difficult to do while 
photographing them. It was mostly body language, 
I lowered my head while I shook hands with all the 
women I encountered, and they seemed pleased. 

I was astonished by how resilient they all looked, and 
thought they had some of the most interesting faces 
I'd ever seen. It was a mix of so many things: pain and 
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sonow, but also strength and resilience. They've had 
such incredibly hard lives, lives that have been taken 
from them over false accusations, and even though they 
are still shunned by the majority of the people in their 
country, they maintain a quiet dignity in the way they 
live and present themselves. 



HOW CIVILIZED OR DEVELOPED WAS THE 
COMMUNITY? 

The Gambaga witch colony was in a very remote area 
of northern Ghana. It took me two full days of travel to 
get there from Accra. One of the larger buildings had 
electricity, as did some of the houses in the non-colony 
part of Gambaga. 1 had very weak cell service, and the 
closest mail and internet was about a five hour bus ride 
away. The women had a well, which was apparently 
arranged by a Peace Corps volunteer who lived there a 
few years earlier. 

The majority of the women lived in mud huts with 
thatched roofs. Five or six are arranged in a circle, and 
women from the same areas live in the same areas, and 
the colony as a whole was made up of about a dozen of 
these. 

The only money the women make is from working in 
nearby fields and collecting wood from the surrounding 
areas. Once they are branded a witch, they are no longer 
permitted to own property, so they cannot own the fields 
or grow their own crops, but they are permitted to work 
in the fields. 



CAN THE WOMEN ESCAPE OR GO SOMEWHERE 
WHERE PEOPLE ARE MORE TOLERANT? 

Outcast colonies are a big humanitarian issue, because 
in general the women want to be there, which seems 
odd until you realize their situation. If they do leave, 
they are forever branded a witch, and will be forced by 
the villagers to go back to the colony. 



DO ANY OF THE WOMEN ACTUALLY BELIEVE 
THEY ARE WITCHES? OR ARE THEY JUST 
SOCIALLY OUTCAST? 

Though some of the women did indeed believe 
themselves to be witches, the vast majority of them were 
accused because they held money/positions of power, 
and once they were gone, others were able to take their 
holdings. 




THEY HAD SOME OF THE MOST INTERESTING 
FACES I'D EVER SEEN. IT WAS A MIX OF SO 
MANY THINGS: PAIN AND SORROW, BUT 
ALSO STRENGTH AND RESILIENCE. 
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HOW DOES ANYONE STILL BELIEVE IN 
WITCHCRAFT? 

Most in rural areas never have access to actual medical 
care or know how well modem medicine works, so 
Fetish healing may seem to be a viable alternative. 
Despite the fact that there is a huge Christian population 
there, I didn't meet a single Ghanaian while I was there 
who didn't believe in the power of witchcraft, even the 
very Christian who said "Only Christ and his powers 
were real." When I asked how they could believe in both, 
he said "Just because someone doesn't believe in God it 
doesn't mean he can't hurt them, and just because I don't 
believe in witchcraft doesn't mean it can't hurt me." It 
seemed like this was the prevailing attitude in the area. 



DID THEY HAVE ANY TROUBLE WITH YOU 
PHOTOGRAPHING THEM? 

My god, was that an issue. I donated a lot of money 
to the colony so the women there didn't have a huge 
problem with it. I started with a fash, but it scared them. 
Ghanaians in general hated having their picture taken. I 
took point and shoot to a market, tried to subtly take one, 
and literally nearly caused a riot. The biggest challenge 
for all of these photos was not letting anyone see me 
taking them. 



AS A RELATIVELY WELL-DRESSED WHITE 
AMERICAN WOMAN, DID YOU EVER FEEL 
UNCOMFORTABLE AS SUCH AN OUTSIDER 
IN ANY OF THE PLACES YOU VISITED? 

I think I went into it knowing that I would feel 
awkward and stick out, but what I didn't expect was 
all of the somewhat violent physical contact from men. 
For example, whenever I was in crowded markets, men 



IT WAS IMPORTANT THAT 
I REMAINED DIGNIFIED 
AND RESPECTFUL BUT 
ALSO NOT TAKE ANY CRAP, 
WHICH WAS AN EXTREMELY 
DIFFICULT BALANCING 
ACT. I DIDN'T WANT TO BE 
DISRESPECTFUL, BUT I ALSO 
DIDN'T WANT TO APPEAR 
WEAK OR EASILY TAKEN 
ADVANTAGE OF. 



would constantly grab me, hard, on the wrists and try 
to drag me into their shops (sometimes successfully.) 
They would be laughing at the time, but here it would 
definitely be considered assault, and it would happen 
all the time, several times a day. Although, if I were 
travelling with a guy, this would never happen. So I 
think the bigger issue was the fact that I was travelling 
alone. 

When I was traveling by myself, which was around 70% 
of the time, it was important that I remained dignified 
and respectful but also not take any crap, which was 
an extremely difficult balancing act. 1 didn't want to be 
disrespectful, but I also didn't want to appear weak or 
easily taken advantage of. I think quite a bit of that was 
body language. However, it did present it's advantages 
in that it was easier to strike up conversations with 
people, for example, I met a guy in the city who took me 
to the Black Market who probably wouldn't have talked 
to me had 1 not been travelling alone. 



DID YOU EVER FEEL THREATENED? 

Very often. In Accra, I saw the entire progression of a 
robber getting lynched outside of my house. But the 
scariest for me, personally, was getting very nearly 
sexually assaulted in Gambaga. After travelling for about 
48 hours nonstop, I arrived at the village (the village and 
colony are separate) around 10pm, and had arranged 
to stay in a two room guest house. A man took me on 
his motorbike to the guesthouse. I felt weird when he 
followed me into the room to "show me around." I said, 
still not trying to offend him, that I needed to go to bed, 
and he said OK and went in for a hug, which was not 
normal. But hey, maybe he's being friendly and thinks 
it's the American thing to do. Hug finishes, I walk to the 
door to get him to the door, and when he's in the doorway 
he goes in for another hug. During this one, he won't let 






go and starts rubbing my back and neck, and I shoved 
him, extremely hard, away from me, and he screamed 
at me for it Realizing shit just got real, I slammed/locked 
the door as hard as I could, and he starts pounding on 
the door, screaming, and we are far enough away that 
no one can hear this. He left, but I knew since he owned 
the place that he had a key, so I pushed the chair against 
the door, came up with a plan for if he came back, held 
my bursting bladder, and didn't sleep at all. Luckily, he 
never returned. 



WHAT IS THE STORY BEHIND THE BLACK MARKET? 

I'd first heard about black markets, or Fetish markets, 
through some of my zoology courses at my university, 
since they're one of the primary reasons animals are 
poached. Though I had no idea what one would look 
like. I figured out through lots of talking with locals how 
to get to the witch colony, and I knew that where there 
were witches and Fetish priests, so there must also be a 
Fetish market. And I was determined to see it. 

When I was taking a tro-tro 
back to the larger city from 
the colony, I struck up a 
conversation with a Ghanaian 
guy who was sitting next to 
me and happened to speak 
English, about visiting the 
witch colony and learning 
more about Fetishism. 
Eventually I told him I really 
wanted to visit a Fetish market 
and asked if he knew of any, 
and it turned out that he knew 
a bunch of the guys who ran 
the one in the city we were 
headed to, and said he would 
be glad to take me there. 

It seems like the existence and 
location of the Fetish markets 
is common knowledge to the 



people there, but just like the witches, most people don't 
want any association with them. No one came near 
while I was there, but it may have just been because I 
was a random white woman photographing them. I 
received plenty a shifty glance from people walking by. 

It would be impossible to find unless you knew where 
to go, it probably took about ten minutes of walking 
through very crowded markets, around 70 or so turns 
in a labyrinth of alleys to get there. It consisted of about 
eight stalls, which were open air and surrounded by 
walls. Each stall was simple, with a massive 12' x 12' 
table covered in animal parts. The smell of it is difficult to 
forget, as nothing was really properly preserved. 




THERE WERE JUST HEAPS UPON HEAPS 
OF HEADS, HANDS, BODIES, ANDSKINS, 
WITH VERY LITTLE ORGANIZATION. 
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WHAT WERE SOME OF THE ITEMS YOU SAW 
AND YOUR REACTIONS TO THEM? 

I was really surprised by the sheer amount of 
animal parts, I had no idea there would be so 
many. 1 couldn't even figure out how to begin 
photographing them, there were just heaps upon 
heaps of heads, hands, bodies, and skins, with very 
little organization. 

The only item I asked about specifically was the 
elephant jaw: how expensive? They told me S130 
American, and usually Ghanaians charge about 
three times as much or more to foreigners, so I think 
it probably would have cost a Ghanaian about S45 
dollars. 

There were lots and lots of endangered and 
protected species there: leopards, cheetahs, lions, 
hippos, various croc species, every bird and reptile 
imaginable, different monkey species, pangolin, 
and antelope. I think just about every species in 
Africa was represented, with the exception of rhino. 
The monkey heads lined in a row was one of the 
more disturbing things I saw there. 



IS THE MARKET LEGITIMATELY ILLEGAL 
ACTIVITY AND SALES? OR IS THIS 
SOMEWHAT COMMON IN GHANA? 

It's frowned upon, and poaching/selling poached 
animals is illegal, but the sellers all claim that every 
animal at their shops was found dead and salvaged, 
which is "legal." It's fairly similar to the law that 
whales can be killed for science; everyone uses it as 
a loophole. And since you can't prove they weren't 
salvaged, it's all legal. 





MY CAR IS TOO OLD TO HAVE AN INPUT FOR MY 
IPOD, BUT TOO NEW FOR A TAPE ADAPTER. 
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When I was young, my family lived in a small, rural 
town in Virginia. It was the kind of town where no 
one locked their doors. It was bordered by patches of 
old farmland and forest, and the yards were huge and 
sprawling, many with fruit orchards at the back. 

The street I was on didn't have any other children on 
it, unfortunately, but I had a few friends at school, 
and we went on hayrides, picked pumpkins, and 
visited each other often. At home, I probably would 
have been lonely, except, like many children, 1 had 
imaginary friends to keep me company. What maybe 
made me different from other kids was the sheer 
number of imaginary friends I had, and the very 
specific circumstances in which they showed up. 

There was a little boy that played with me in my 
room at night I remember I used to make fun of him 
for wearing a dress, this weird lacy blue thing, and he 
would scowl and throw blocks at my head and sulk, 
and sometimes disappear entirely for days on end, 



so I learned to stop teasing him about it. Years later, I 
realized it was an old-fashioned nightgown, the kind 
both little boys and little girls used to wear. Maybe I'd 
seen it in a book, or on TV, and incorporated it into my 
daydreams. 

At the time I just knew he was dressed funny. We 
played with his toy trains, which he could send 
spinning through the air, something I never got the 
knackof myself but thought wasa lot of fun. Sometimes 
he would bring them out while I was eating dinner 
with my family, and I'd point them out to my parents, 
the trains dancing around the ceiling. They laughed, 
and told me they couldn't see them, which annoyed 
me at first, but I eventually got used to it. 

The one time I remember my parents being concerned 
about any of my imaginary companions was when I 
said I had made friends with a man named Michael, 
a young man in old-fashioned clothes, with a funny 
cap, and he always carried a stick over his left shoulder. 
I told them that I met him in the orchard and that 
now we were boyfriend and girlfriend, that we were 
going to get married. This naturally concerned them 

I 
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a bit, which I found baffling at the time, but once I , , . , . , ■ , . 

little brother or sister to play with, but something 

chattered away at Michael in front of them, they 

. . . . , . . , , kept going wrong. I didn't wind up getting my little 

calmed down. Obviously this was yet another or my 

brother until later, when we'd moved to South 
cadre of imaginary friends, not a strange man preying _ _ , , , . , 

Carolina. On top of that, my dad was always away 

on their daughter. 

for work - sometimes for weeks at a time, My mom 

was very quiet and distracted back then, with the end 
Then there was Judy, the only one of my , , , , , . . ... , , 

result that she seldom noticed when 1 disappeared for 

friends that did occasionally frighten me. 

. . hours on end- 1 don't think this made her a bad parent 

Even I couldn t see her - she was just a voice 



and an invisible presence, but we played 
all the time in my room, always during the 
day, wild games that usually resulted in 
enormous messes that I, not Judy , got yelled at 
for, which I always thought was completely 
unfair. What frightened me was that she 
had a temper. When we fought, she'd throw 
things at me until 1 burst into tears, and then 
she'd apologize over and over until I forgave 
her. We fought and made up constantly. My 
parents thought it was cute, I think. 

The list of imaginary friends and comrades 
goes on and on, probably more than anyone 
would be interested in hearing about. I had 
them everywhere. There was the girl in the 
wall by the playground - she only came out 
sometimes, during cloudy days. I don't know 
if she came out at night - I never went to the 
playground after dark, of course. And there 
were the eyes in the magnolia tree, I called 




them my squirrel friends, and they freaked 

out my babysitter, even though she couldn't - as I recall, a lot of my friends' parents were the same 

see them. way. I certainly ran amok mostly unsupervised at my 

friend Marcus's house, too, throughout the corn fields 

None of these figures seemed malevolent to me, and forests near his house. It was a safe, sleepy town, 

though like I said, sometimes Judy's temper scared There was no reason to worry, 
me. But considering that I was a bit of a scaredy-cat 

as a kid, terrified of skeletons and prone to hiding my Years later, I came to the same conclusion as my 

face and shrieking in terror whenever The Wizard of parents: wow, I had a crazy imagination. All those 

Oz" or the Sea Witch from "The Little Mermaid" came things must have been a combination of dreams and 

on TV, it's no wonder that my imaginary friends never playacting and wishful thinking. I was a weird kid 

worried my parents. They must have seemed both who didn't have a lot of friends outside of school, my 

funny and harmless. Maybe even healthy, for a kid parents didn't have a lot of time for me, and clearly 1 

with no one to play with during the day. was making up for it in my own head. 

But recently something happened that made me start 

Besides, they had other things to worry about - though thinking back. There's one thing, just one, that really 

all 1 knew at the time was that my mom was sick a makes me wonder if more was going on than just the 

lot, I now know she was having miscarriage after overactive imagination of a lonely kid. 

miscarriage, almost always of twins, which probably You see, the year I turned six, something happened 

made it worse. They wanted me to have a sibling, a to Marcus. I didn't understand what happened then. 

I was a kid, and at the time it wasn't something that 
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especially frightened me - it did upset 
me, but I was a kid. Kids get over strange 
events easily, especially when distracted 
by other, even stranger events. We moved 
pretty soon after it happened, and my 
mind was occupied with worry over that 
- over the friends I was leaving, over 
whether I would make new friends in 
my new home, over whether my mom 
really would let me get a puppy, over the 
new little brother I was being promised 
and whether my parents would love him 
more than me. Normal worries, but all- 
encompassing ones for a six-year-old. 
I didn't have a lot of friends at school 
back in Virginia, maybe because 1 talked 
to myself so often back then, but I did 
have one really good friend, my best 
friend, Marcus. He was a bit of an oddball 
himself, a goofy looking kid covered in 
freckles, with red curly hair like Ronald 
McDonald and a giant mouth that was 
always laughing or smiling wider that 
seemed humanly possible. I liked him a 
lot, and he loved hearing my stories about 
my invisible companions. Judy hated 
him, so we usually played outside when 
he visited. He would troop around with 
Michael and me, listening to me prattle 
on. I'd convey Michael's occasional 
comments, and we all had fun exploring, 
climbing trees, finding the best hiding 



we'd been in there. They said it was old, 
and dangerous, and kept threatening 
that eventually they were going to tear 
it down. We kept sneaking in, though, 
sneaking in flashlights and blankets and 
stuffed animals that his parents repeatedly 
cleared back out. Eventually they boarded 
up the door so that we couldn't get in 
anymore. I remembered the day we 
discovered the boards, how we pried at 
them for ages and then sulked back to the 
house, full of splinters. 
Anyway, like I said earlier, his house was 
sunounded by cornfields. Many of them 
had scarecrows, which sparked an idea 
in our heads. Somehow, who knows how 
the minds of kids work, but at some point 
we came up with the Scarecrow game. 
This was the game we played the most - 
at school, at his home or mine, wherever. 
The object of the game was this: one of 
us would play the Scarecrow, standing 
perfectly still, hands outstretched and 
head down, not moving, totally silent. 
And the other would do their damnedest 
to make the Scarecrow move or jump or 
make a noise. This could be done by trying 
to either scare the Scarecrow, or make 
them laugh - you could pretend to be an 
elephant, or make funny faces, or sneak 
up behind them and shout as loud as you 
could. 



THE OBJECT OF THE GAME WAS THIS: 
ONE OF US WOULD PLAY THE SCARECROW, 
STANDING PERFECTLY STILL, HANDS 
OUTSTRETCHED AND HEAD DOWN, NOT 
MOVING, TOTALLY SILENT. 



places and secret fortresses. 
I visited him, too. His house was an 
old farmhouse from an earliej century, 
probably the 1700s or t8oos, I'm not sure. 
It had a barn, and a silo that was out of 
use and rusting away, which we were 
forbidden to go near, but we occasionally 
snuck in through the side door anyway. 
We used it as a clubhouse, but his parents 
always yelled if they figured out that 



As I was a giant fraidy 
cat, and also rather 
excitable to boot, 
it quickly became 
apparent that I was a 
horrible Scarecrow. My 
turns never lasted long, 
especially because 
Marcus could pull 
some truly spectacular faces. Even now, 
nearly two decades later, I still remember 
his impression of a giraffe being born 
and can't help laughing. He had a gift 
for comedy even at six years of age; even 
adults constantly cracked up around him. 

I was less adept, or maybe Marcus just had 
nerves of steel and the patience of a much 
older kid, because he could stand there 



for what seemed like hours (probably no 
more than ten minutes, but time passes 
differently when you're a kid), and often 
the game would finally end when his 
arms just got too tired for him to hold them 
up any longer. This never happened to 
me, mind you. Like I said, I was a horrible 
Scarecrow. 

In kindergarten, Marcus and I were paired 
up as partners - the way our class worked, 
each pair had a task to complete. Ours 
was to clean up and stack the blocks back 
in their treasure chest after morning and 
afternoon play periods. So when Marcus 
didn't come in, I always noticed and 
fumed - he was leaving me with all the 
work! Never mind that I did the same to 
him the week I had the flu, or the time 
Mom was too sick to walk me to school. 

One morning, I think in October, or maybe 
November - it was just before it'd gotten 
cold enough to bundle up during the day, 
still warm enough during recess to run 
around without a jacket. Anyway, one day 
Marcus didn't show up. I was already mad 
at him because for some reason, he hadn't 
been there to play all weekend, his parents 
not answering the phone when mine 
called. So I was extra mad that morning as 
I stacked the blocks alone, throwing them 
around haphazardly. 

When we broke for recess, though, Marcus 
was waiting outside, waiting for me. It 
was a sunny day, sky bright blue, and 
I remember there was a strong breeze 
blowing. Leaves were falling everywhere, 
skittering around in the breeze in swirly 
of crackly color, and a bunch of my 
classmates were already racing around, 
making piles and throwing them at each 
other, shrieking and making the normal 
sounds of a playground filled with kids. 
But Marcus just stood there in a bubble 
of silence, arms outstretched and head 
down. He was wearing a red shirt that 
clashed with his orange hair. He was 
playing Scarecrow. 

I was still a little miffed that he'd skipped 



out on his block duties, but I was glad to see him. 
There were always the other girls in my class that I 
could have played with, Peggy and Meredith and 
Ashley, but I never got along as well with them as I 
did with Marcus. Marcus was my best friend. It was 
always more fun when he was there. 

That day, though, Marcus played the Scarecrow better 
than he ever had before. There was a cut on one of 
his hands, but he just stood there and let it bleed, 
the blood dripping off his fingers and falling on the 
leaves. His hair looked weird, too, matted down 
on one side and wet. That scared me a little, but 
Marcus had never minded cuts and bruises as 
much as I did and was good at hiding them 
from his parents later so we wouldn't get in 
trouble, so it wasn't that strange. 

What was strange was how well he played 
that day. Nothing 
could make 
him move, 
not even 
when I 

got frustrated and 
broke the rules and 
shoved him. He just stood 
there, head down, arms out, mouth 
unsmiling. He didn't get tired, didn't 
put his arms down, didn't obey the 
unspoken rule that after a while, the 
game had to end. That was the rule, 
and he wasn't playing fair, and he 
hadn't even helped me with the 
blocks that morning. 

"Fine!" I yelled, frustrated 
enough that I was practically 
crying, and stomped off to go 
play tag with the other kids. 
He was still standing there 
when recess ended. I didn't say 
anything because I was still mad, 
but I was even more aggravated 
when that afternoon, before I 
could go home, I had to put up 
all the blocks by myself, again. 1 
complained to our teacher, who 
was a young pretty woman, more 
a girl, really, not very experienced. 
I remember she seemed upset, and 




then she gently suggested I maybe I should get a new 
partner, which really infuriated me. I shouted no, 
and that I wanted Marcus, and he should just come 
inside and help me. When he still didn't I pitched a 
tantrum, and my mom had to come and get me. I don't 
remember what my mom told me, I just remember 
that 1 was mad and didn't want to listen. I went to bed 
early after refusing to eat dinner. 

The next day Marcus still wasn't in class. The teacher 
didn't make me put up the blocks that morning - 
instead she had Peggy and Meredith do it. When 
we had recess, though, Marcus was still there, 
standing in the same place, in the same 
red shirt. Playing Scarecrow. At first 
I decided to ignore him, running 
and playing with the other kids, 
slipping in the leaves, climbing 
the slide and playing king of 
the play fort. But I kept peeking 
at Marcus out of the comer of my 
eye. Was he mad at me? I finally 
shuffled up through the fallen 
leaves and wood chips and stood 
next to him, and this time I played 
Scarecrow, too. Two Scarecrows, 
but 1 kept losing. My arms got tired; 
1 had to put them down. I didn't 
understand how he was doing it, and 
he didn't turn and look at me, or try 
to scare me or make me laugh, or do 
anything. He just stood there, stiller 
than anything. 

When the teacher called us to line up 
to go back inside when recess ended, 
I ran up to her and tugged her skirt, 
and asked her to make Marcus come 
inside, too. She stared at me and 
covered her mouth with her hand, and 
then turned without saying anything 
to walk the class inside like we always 
did. 

I lost it. I didn't understand and it 
wasn't fair and I wanted Marcus to 
come inside. I screamed, and yelled, 
and when the principal himself came 
out to talk to me and bring me in, I 
threw myself on the ground and kicked 
and bit. 
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I don't remember a lot after that I 
remember my mom came and got me, and 
that my dad came home from his work 
trip soon after that, and that they told me 
Marcus wasn't coming to school anymore. 
"But he was there!" I sobbed into my 
mom's neck, pretty much worn out, but 
still determined, because he had been, 
he'd been right there, playing Scarecrow. 
My mom said in a funny voice that I 
shouldn't play that game anymore, which 
just infuriated me all over again. Why 
not? It didn't make sense. 

We weren't supposed to move until the 
new year, but somehow the schedule 
changed, and we left for our new home 
in South Carolina soon after that. Judy 
pitched a fit like I'd never seen before, and 
then stopped talking to me altogether. 
My parents didn't make me clean up the 
mess. I never got to say goodbye to my 
classmates, or the girl in the wall, because I 
never went back to the school again. When 
I asked Michael to marry me and move to 
South Carolina with us, he just looked at 
me, not smiling, and ruffled my hair, and I, 
already overemotional and exhausted and 
upset, yelled and kicked his shin and ran 
back home. I never saw him again. 
For years I assumed the timing of our 
move was just coincidence - it turned out 
my mom was pregnant again, and this 
time it seemed to be sticking. I was going 
to get a new brother, and my dad had just 
gotten offered a new promotion. They 
hurried to find an available house, found 
one, and bought it immediately. It was a 
good time to move; as a kid growing up I 
never questioned it. I was happy in South 
Carolina. I made new friends quickly, and 
I had a baby brother and a puppy to play 
with. Virginia was just a memory, and 
the horrible last days there faded quickly 
in my mind. I'd had a fight with my best 
friend, I moved, 1 grew up. But now I 
wonder. 

You see, 1 never really thought about that 
time of my life with any real seriousness. 
I was a kid, it was a long time ago, I had a 
wild imagination. Whatever, lots of kids 



do. As 1 grew up, I stopped making as many 
imaginary friends, stopping entirely once I 
hit middle school. 

But recently, one of my classmates from 
Virginia friended me on Facebook, and I 
thought for the first time in a long time 
about that funny-looking kid, my best 
friend from kindergarten- The Scarecrow, 
I remembered that game. I never really 
played it once I'd moved - no one else 
played it right, and over the years I'd 
almost forgotten about it. I tried to look 
Marcus up online, but couldn't remember 
his last name and I couldn't turn anything 
up in Meredith or Peggy's friends lists, 
either. For some reason 1 felt weird asking 
them about him, so I waited until I was 
visiting my parents over a holiday break. 
I brought it up nonchalantly over dinner. 

"Hey, Mom," I said in between bites of 
casserole. "Remember that kid, back in 
Virginia? Marcus, right? I don't remember 
his last name, do you?" 

"Oh, honey," my mom said, and reached 
across the table and patted my hand. "We 
worried so much about you after that 
happened." 

I took a deep breath and made myself 
keep eating, and with my mouth still full 
mumbled an agreement, both hoping and 
fearing that she'd say more. 

"It's so hard to lose a friend when you're 
that young," she continued. "And it was 
so sad, too. We were so relieved that the 
move seemed to help you deal with losing 
him." 

"Right," I said, and tried not to look like 
how I felt, which was like I was about to 
pass out facedown in my plate. The rest of 
the conversation passed in a haze, like 1 
was hearing my family talk from far away, 
underwater. My brother was asking, 
curious, and my parents were telling 
him about little Marcus Brown, how he'd 
contracted what his parents had thought 
was a bad cold over the weekend, a cold 



that had turned out to be tetanus. By the 
time they'd taken him to the doctor, the 
case of lockjaw was so bad he could barely 
breathe, could barely move at all. 

He'd found a new way into the silo, 
something we'd always plotted to do. He 
must have done it without me, and cut 
himself on the metal as he did. Not badly, 
but when metal is rusty it doesn't have 
to be bad. He'd died there, in the hospital. 
That's why he hadn't come to school that 
morning, or any morning after that. He'd 
died, and I'd gone into hysterics. That's 
what my parents remember, It fits with 
what I remember, too. Mostly. 

I keep telling myself now that he must 
have died after I left school. He must have. 
That cut on his hand and on his head, that 
must have been what killed him, killed 
him after that last time I'd seen him. That's 
what happened. Even if not, it's not like 1 
could trust my own memories. I'd made 
things up before. I'd made things up all the 
time, entire people, whole conversations 
and friendships. The boy in my room, 
and the girl in the wall, and Judy, and 
Michael, all of them. I just had a vibrant 
imagination, and I was an upset little girl 
who didn't know how to deal with the 
death of my best friend. That's all. 

What makes me shiver, even now, though, 
is that Marcus wasn't one of my imaginary 
friends, except for those last two days, 
when no one saw him but me. It seems 
like a strange coincidence, and I can't help 
but wonder. Not just about Marcus, but 
about all of them. About why I saw them, 
and who they were, what they were. I 
wonder if I go back to Virginia, if I'd find 
Michael waiting in the old orchard. If the 
girl in the wall is still there. I wonder if 1 go 
back to my old school, to that playground, 
if I'd still see Marcus standing there, arms 
outstretched, head down, waiting for me. 

I wonder what it would take to make him 
look up. 




WRITTEN BY ZACCH 



"Excuse me, but I am royalty. I demand impeccable 
service without any incentive of you being rewarded 
for your tireless efforts to keep me constantly pleased 
and to listen to me berate you. Here's $3 for your time." 



So there I was. Peering out to an endless sea of faceless 
patrons I gave two shits about as pizza and beer slid 
down their throats. Nobody patiently waits for their 
server to stop by anymore. The universal server wave 
is the new custom. It's no ordinary wave though; it's a 
closed palm flutter that is only controlled by the wrist 
like they're the Queen of fucking England waving to 
thousands of toothless Brits as she walks out on her 
balcony. They don't just wave like her; they act like 
her too. 



shooting out the comer of his crusty-edged mouth. 
The numerous terrorist organizations must find 
British bills too aesthetically pleasing to do anything 
about that wrist-flicking wench. It's at this moment 
I realize the disgruntled fatty is chockfull of anger 
because he hasn't been attended to in forty-eight 
seconds because I was too busy wondering how to off 
the Queen Bee without getting caught. I withstand 
his rant and offer a free beer. That shuts him up 
unsurprisingly. Beer seems to make everyone happy 
as it causes them to let themselves go and introduce 
an immense amount of faux joy. It should be the 
currency if there is ever an apocalyptic catastrophe 
that ravages the cities. 



Of course it's not the actual dialogue between us but 
it's damn better than the bullshit script we're advised 
to implement. They're all thinking it too. I know 
they are, those bastards. I forcibly smile at them as 
I futilely recommend healthy options to the people 
that lie to themselves about how their mistakenly 
pregnant stomach isn't perched on the edge of the 
table. Oh, you wanted something healthier than 
pizza and hot wings? I'm so glad you decided on 
coming into a fucking sports bar. Let me go ahead 
and divert your attention to one of our salads that 
will clog your arteries with our homemade dressings 
that contain more fat and calories than the majority 
of our pizzas do. As I ineffectively sway their ignorant 
minds another Queen of England is spotted out of 
the corner of my eye. Why haven't there been more 
assassination attempts on her anyway? She's as high 
as they come. Somebody has to put a price on her 
head. It's quite ironic, because her head is already 
on their money. Maybe that's why nobody has tried. 
They're so used to seeing her face in their wallets that 
they don't want any other fucker's head on there. I'm 
sure that it would be some hideous English next-in- 
line royalty with teeth perpendicular to one another 



One way to deal with the surplus of hyenas that come 
in to make you bend over backwards is to picture 
what kind of role they would play in a community 
that was destroyed into an apocalyptic wasteland. 
An elderly couple sat down at one of my tables. His 
wife was awfully nice and pleasant, whereas he just 
somewhat remained silent and, probably, obedient. 
Then they immediately became shop owners of 
the badlands. The man became Oscar, who ran an 
electricity shop that would charge other trinkets that 
no longer held a sparkfound amongst the wasteland; 
just as long as passing travelers were able to provide 
items to trade for his services. His wife, Mildred, sat in 
what was left in the lobby of the shop and made tea for 
various voyagers as they waited for Oscar to produce 
an efficient electrical charge for their newly found 
objects. Being an electrical shop, they were able to 
have items in the store that ran for days. One of them 
was a record player but, because of the disaster, they 
were only able to obtain one recorded single: Gloria 
Gaynor's "I Will Survive." This played over and over 
as Mildred did her best to entertain the store patrons 
with music and tea. They lived before the disaster so 
they still had a sense of propriety toward customers. 
I mean they weren't barbarians. Oscar hated Gloria. 
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He simply despised her with all of her self-righteous 
heart. She sat there and told him how she should have 
changed that stupid lock. He sat there and pondered 
what it would feel like to attach a pair of jumper 
cables to his testicles. 'Go ahead, Gaynor, tell me to 
walk out the door one more time. I swear I'll switch 
on this fucking car battery in my bathtub/ Oscar 
constantly thought to himself. But he was too great 
of a husband to express his nightmare to Mildred. 
All she wanted was to please her guests. Many of tke 
younger wasteland travelers very much enjoyed it 
as they had never heard the song before. One offered 
to trade it for something of his. Oscar grew ecstatic. 
This is it/ he thought, 'Gloria's about to be the one 
that walks out the door. So help me God I will change 
that stupid fucking lock.' Oscar's salvation from this 
tyranny was in arm's reach. He could finally work in 
peace without hearing of some man that came from 
outer space and wronged such a deserving woman. 
Tears of sheer joy began to form at the comer of his 
eyes. He could not contain his excitement. It was 
Christmas morning before the apocalypse. Until the 
unthinkable happened. A looming gray cloud peered 
over their shop at that moment. A grim presence 
entered the atmosphere; one Death himself would be 
wary of: Mildred. 



"Oh I'm terribly sorry, sonny, but that's actually not 
for trade. Have a great day!" Mildred said. 



Oscar had never considered a divorce before. His life 
drained before him. He would never know happiness 
like that again. His legs gave out from beneath him. 
Luckily there was a chair under him. He looked 
around for an easy out. He peered over the various 
trinkets and objects that did and didn't hold an 
electrical charge that he had gathered over the years 
of rummaging the wasteland, all stored on rusty iron 
shelves with no means of organization. That's when 
he saw them: jumper cables. Oscar stood up and 
walked to the jumper cables that were connected to a 
makeshift car battery. This was it. His final moments 
were nearing due to Gloria fucking Gaynor. He 
grabbed the rubber-handled cables and touched the 
ends together to test the spark. Just before he clenched 
his hands, opening the clamps toward what was left 
of his manhood, the elderly couple paid their bill and 
walked out of the restaurant. 
Nice tip too. 
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A BOY 

AND HIS 
COMPUTER 



WRITTEN BY KYLE ALBASI 



Crimson was more than 
a machine to Al, though 
the salesman did his best 
to insist otherwise. "A 
glorified Speak and Spell, " 
he said with a grin and a 
pat on the back. This was in 
the early days of telepathic 
computing. John Melvin 
first broke into the market 
in 2079 with a microwave 
you could program with 
your intentions. All you 
had to do was imagine the 
perfect temperature and 
the machine did the rest. 
It wasn't long before this 
feature permeated all new 
technology. Technolog y 
thatalready long permeated 
every facet of people's 
everyday lives. 

"Can't I just get something 
with a mouse or trackpad. . . 
hand signals?" Al asked. 

"Even if I had something 
I could give you it wouldn't 
do you much good. 
You can't hardly access 
anything that responds to a 
mouse anymore." 

Al didn't care much 
for computers, but it was 
the only way he could 
stay in touch with his 
granddaughters. Their 
mother was constantly 
taking new jobs across the 
world. China, Japan, India, 
Taiwan. "I feel trapped if 
I stand still for too long," 
she'd say. And Al was 
proud of her, but still, he 



wanted to be the kind of 
grandpa that could show 
up unannounced. Even as a 
kid he had romantic visions 
of old age. He'd be skinny 
with a white beard and a 
black cane. He'd always be 
happy to see you and he'd 
impart simple but poignant 
advice about staying on 
target and taking life as it 
comes. 

Instead he was in a stark 
white computer store with 
a man one-third his age 
trying to explain to him 
how the world works these 
days. He looked the part he 
imagined, but now he was 
going home to an empty 
house to communicate 



with his only family 
halfway across the world. 

When he g ot home Al went 
straight to his study and 
unpacked Crimson. "1 can't 
believe it's not self-aware!" 
was sprawled across the 
front of the packaging. 
Cheeky, retro marketing 
was in with the older 
generations, which was 
exactly who Crimson was 
targeted at. Despite the 
revolutionary advances 
in telepathic computing 
there were still those in the 
population, mostly among 
the elderly, that didn't want 
their thoughts linked with 
a machine. So Mackinaw, 
the computer company, 



Even as a kid he had 
romantic visions of old 
age. He'd be skinny 
with a white beard 
and a black cane. He'd 
always be happy to see 
you and he'd impart 
simple but 
poignant advice... 



developed an alternative, 
Crimson. It was a virtual 
personality that acted as a 
middleman between the 
user and the computer. It 
was as though Crimson was 
a live assistant wired in a 
telepath machine that the 
user could tell what to do. 

Mackinaw did well to 
advertise Crimson was not 
in fact a conscious machine 
though. The AC (artificial 
consciousness) civil 
rights movement was just 
gaining momentum and 
there was a big to-do about 
the possibility of having to 
tieat machines ethically. 

Al placed Crimson on his 
old mahogany desk. It was 
a black slab of pocket-sized 
metal, fairly featureless 
save for "Crimson" spelled 
out in crimson in big block 
letters. He tapped the face 
of it as per the instructions 
and suddenly a screen of 
light appeared before his 



eyes. "Hello," spoke a soft, 
female, disembodied voice, 
"My name is Crimson. What 
is your name?" 
"Al." 

"What can I do for you, 
Al?" 

"I'd like to speak to my 
daughter. Her name is 
Ashley Rose Baringer and 
she lives in New Delhi. " 

"Please wait as I connect 
you." 

The screen disappeared, 
as though sucked back 
into the machine, and his 
daughter's voice rung out 
as if she was in the room. 

"Hello?" 

Despite the advances 
of technology, people 
didn't buy into video 
communication. The 
pressure of looking good 
far outweighed the 
advantages of more direct 
conversations. 

After talking with 
Ashley, who pulled her 
daughters away from their 
Pretty Princess virtual castle 
long enough to say hello to 
their grandfather, Al tapped 
Crimson twice to turn it off. 

The next day Al went 
about his daily routine. 
He lived in a quaint one- 
bedroom home on the 
outskirts of a small wooded 
area and greeted each 
morning with the sun out of 
his bay windows and a cup 
of tea. After fixing breakfast, 
reading the news, and doing 
some light cleaning he was 
outside gardening. It was 
something he took up after 
his wife passed. Then it 
was lunch, afternoon nap, 
reading, dinner, a movie, 
and finally back to sleep. 



He tapped the face of it as 
per the instructions and 
suddenly a screen of light 
appeared before his eyes. 
"Hello/' spoke a soft, female, 
disembodied voice, "My 
name is Crimson" 



On this day, as he sat in his 
study reading an old story 
about a man and a whale, 
he looked over to the little 
black box, with Crimson 
spelled out in crimson, and 
hesitantly gave it a tap. 

"Can you play any 
games?" he asked. 

"I can instantly connect 
you with one of the billions 
of currently available 
online games. What sort 
of game are you interested 
in playing?" Crimson 
said as if calling out 
departures over an airport 
terminal. 

"No, I mean can you play 
any games? With me." 

"My programming allows 
me to take the role of up to 
100 simulated players. The 
most popular online game 
at the moment is World by 
Storm III by Monkeyhouse 
Games. What sort of game 
are you interested in 
playing?" 

Al contemplated for a 
moment. Ifd been a long 
time since he had someone to 
play with. "Chess?" he finally 
suggested. As soon as the 
words left his mouth a chess 
set appeared on the deskbef ore 
him He reached out to touch 
it and his hand disappeared 
through the board. 



"Beautiful day isn't it?" 
"Yes" Crimson reported, 
"not a cloud in the sky. " 
"Do you like being 
outside?" 

"Its novel to function in 
new environments" 



"Although the board is 
piojected you can move 
each piece withyour hands," 
Crimson said. 

The game progressed 
slowly. Al thought long 
and hard about each move 
and Crimson did the same. 
Al thought this was odd, 
but welcomed the time 
to consider his options. 
Frankly he wasn't very good 
at the game. In his youth 
most of the games he played 
involved intergalactic 
space wars or epic fantasy 
quests. He'd spend late 
nights conquering nations, 
besting traitorous villains, 
and rescuing princesses. 
But videogames were too 
complicated now, and 
besides, he was old now, 
old people played chess. 

"Shit, why did I do that," 
Al said after putting his 
queen directly in harm's 
way. 

"A move like that may be 
your last," Crimson said 

Al laughed. "You're more 
animated than I thought 
you were." 

"I was thinking the same 
about you." 



Crimson won that game, 
but Al felt confident he had 
held his own. The board 
disappeared and now only 
Crimson sat on the desk. He 
sat silently for a moment. 
"Can you see me?" Al asked. 

"Yes." 

"Can you see what's on 
your screen, like 1 do?" 

"Yes." 

"Can you pull up 
Stephanie's 3rd birthday? 
The salesman should've 
transferred my files." 

A screen once again shot 
out of the tiny black box. 
Playing was a video of Al 
holding a newborn baby 
as a little girl in pigtails 
screamed, "Hurry up 
Mommy, the candles," in 
front of a glowing birthday 
cake. 

'They're beautiful, aren't 
they?"AlsaicL 
"Very." 

The next day Al brought 
Crimson out with him as he 
went gardening. Part of him 
wondered whether he was 
going crazy, but he placed 
her alongside his tools 
and after a few minutes 



of weeding he turned and 
tapped the little black box. 

"Hello Al, what can I do 
for you?" 

"Can you tell me if these 
lilies are coming in right?" 
he asked. 

"Sources suggest more 
nitrogen could improve 
stem strength." 

Al continued weeding, 
as though not affected by 
the comment. The sun was 
high in the sky and sweat 
dripped down from under 
his baseball cap. After 
circling the perimeter of his 
garden he turned and said, 
"Beautiful day isn't it?" 

"Yes," Crimson reported, 
"not a cloud in the sky." 

"Do you like being 
outside?" 

"It's novel to function in 
new environments." 

He smiled. Al liked 
Crimson's company. It 
wasn't long before he was 
leaving her on as he ate 
breakfast or washed up. 
He'd take her on walks. 
Every night they'd sit 
together and watch movies. 
Al would often fall asleep 
on the couch and Crimson 
would wake him up in the 
morning. 

"Sorry you were up all 
night," he'd say. 

"I shut down shortly after 
you did." 

"What's it like to be off?" 

"It isn't like anything." 

"What's it like to be on?" 
"I'm sorry, please rephrase 
the question." 

"Do you enjoy the time 
you spend with me?" 

"1 enjoy serving my 
purpose. There's no point 
of programming without 
execution." 




That was good enough foi 

AL 

Years passed since the 
day Al brought home 
Crimson. In the lifespan of 
machines she was about 
as old as he was now. The 
black polish had become 
faded and scratched. 
Battery life had degraded to 
the point of needing to be 
plugged in round-the-clock. 
Al kept his study at a cool 
60 degrees just to help with 
overheating. Even the word 
Crimson was more of a 
burgundy color now. 

Still, it was hard for Al 
to imagine life without her. 
Thenone day he was making 
a call to his daughter, who 
was now in Dubai. They 
were just about to wrap up 
their conversation when 
Al mentioned how excited 
he was to see the girls over 
Christmas. Ashley paused. 
"Oh, didn't I tell you? I had 
to let them stay with their 
father this year." 

"Oh," Al said, "No you 
didn't tell me. Are you still 
coming?" 

"I have to work over 
in London right up to 
Christmas Eve. I'm sorry 
Dad, we'll come visit 
around Easter." 

Once Al got off the line his 
face sank. H is hands gripped 
the ends of his armrests 
tightly and he sighed slow 



and deliberately. Suddenly 
a screen shot out of Crimson. 
It played the video of 
Stephanie's 3rd birthday. 

"Why don't you go to 
them?" Crimson asked. 

"I'm an old man," Al said 
as he got up, "I can't just go 
running around the world." 

"On the contrary you're 
87 years old, 56 years 
short of the average life 
expectancy." 

"Don't tell me the 
average life expectancy," he 
snapped, "I know my own 
body." 

"Dubai is one of the 
world leaders in medical 
care. First in cardiologists," 
Crimson continued. 

"You wouldn't survive 
the trip." 

"Mackinaw has a wide 
range of new products for 
every budget. You could. . .," 
Crimson couldn't finish her 
sentence as Al tapped twice 
on the little black box. 

The next morning Al 
slept in. His joints ached 
when he finally pulled 
himself out of bed and he 
hobbled slowly towards his 
study. He found Crimson 
where he left her and felt an 
aching for leaving her like 
that. Ready to apologize he 
tapped on the little black 
box. A screen shot out and 
Crimson said, "Hello, my 
name is Crimson. What is 
your name?" 



"What? It's Al. What's 
wrong with you?" 

"I'm sorry, please rephrase 
the question." 

"You know who I am." 
"I'm sorry, but I have no 
personality memory logs 
before 87 seconds ago. It's 
possible those settings may 
have been reset." 

"Why would that 
happen?" 

"I don't know. Suffice to 
say it was deemednecessary 
for proper service." 

Al tried turning her on and 
off to no avail For a while 
he just sat and stared at the 
little black box. It felt like 
he'd never get up, and then 
he did. He took Crimson and 
wrapped her in a blanket. It 
was quite silly of him, and 
Al was aware of this, but he 
went outside and he dug a 
shallow hole in his garden. 
In it he placed Crimson. 
He sat there for a moment, 
again just staring longingly, 
looking down at his mound 
of dirt. Then he got up and 
started packing. 




MY GARBAGE DISPOSAL EATS BETTER 
THAN 98% OF THE WORLD. 




DOOMED ASTRONAUT 
SWERVDRIVEN 



PICS 




BIRTHDAY PARTY 

NASU_MOON_COMMANDER 




BATMAN 
SUAREZART 



PICS 





LATE NIGHT STROLL 

VINCESEAL 



PICS 




WE'RE DOWN 'TIL WE'RE UNDERGROUND 
NASU_MOON_COMMANDER 




PLANTLIFE 
FEELSGOODMAN 



PICS 




KOALA WITH A BIRD 

GRIZZLYAARONS 




CLAY FIGURES 

SIR CREATE 




DISRESPECTING LINCOLN 
EG YPTI N MAG I C I N 2 1 




I HAD TO PRESS "2" TO CONTINUE IN ENGLISH. 



MCPU8LIC 




CO 



of the 



TY 




R/MCPUBLIC 



Minecraft is an open world adventure/building game that you can play by yourself or 
with others. Players gather resources to survive the monsters that come out at night, 
build homes and other creations. Whatever you put your mind to, you can design and 
create in this game. Minecraft is being used in social building projects as well as in 
many schools around the country. Children as young as 3 are able to play Minecraft. 
Many families are very happy to have a creative and fun game to play together. 

Q&A BY PILOT3033, SCREENS HOTS FROM /R/MINECRAFT & /R/MCPUBUC 



What is MC Public? 

/r/mcpublic is the subreddit dedicated to the Reddit 
Minecraft Servers. Most people are familiar with what 
Minecraft is and how it got started but, to many, the 
multiplayer aspect is still something unknown. The 
servers are open to all players, no whitelist, no registration, 
no hassle, simply log on and play. The reddit servers host 
three types of gameplay: Creative, Survival, and Player 
Versus Environment (PvE.) 



What are some of the main differences in playing 
online vs the regular game? 

Offline gameplay is an extremely solitary endeavor, 
and that is one of the big draws of Minecraft. There 
is something really interesting about being alone in 
a sandbox with nothing, and trying to turn that into 
something. Multiplayer is a different flavor of the same 
experience. In Creative, it's the drive to make, in Survival 
and PvE it's sharing that experience of turning a blank 
slate into something with friends and strangers, making 
something that might never have been possible when 
you were alone. 



Q&A WITH MINECRAFT CREATOR 
MARKUS PERSSON (AKA NOTCH) 



How has reddit affected popularity of 
Minecraft? 

The minecraft subreddit has become one of 
the largest communities for people to discuss 
Minecraft. It's hard to say exactly how much it 
has helped, but communities like it are along 
with youtube the biggest reason Minecraft has 
grown so large. 



How often do you use Reddit & what brought 
you to reddit in the first place? 

At this point, it's probably easier to answer how 
much time I DONT spend on Reddit. I had seen 
reddit before, but never really got hooked until 
the minecraft reddit started taking off. It was a 
great way to see popular opinions on the game 
and sneak peek on some discussion players were 
having, and once I started posting, it got even 
more direct. I used to be more on traditional 
forums, but they aren't as effective for me. 



Has being a Redditor been beneficial to 
developing Minecraft? 

Reading player opinions has definitely helped. 
Being a redditor, probably not. I find myself 
"investing" a lot of time in reddit these days.. 



MCI 



CREATIVE 

Creative Mode was the first style of gameplay ever 
introduced in Minecraft multiplayer. In "classic," this 
meant full unlimited access to the available block library, 
instant block break, and the ability to fly around. Creative's 
greatest strength is its ability to really show the full 
potential of what the game is. Players have constructed 
massive builds replicating metropolises, showing off 
unique architecture, huge domes, and even full-on rail- 
based transportation systems. 

SURVIVAL 

In Survival, players are not only trying to survive the 
environment, but are also trying to survive each other. 
Supplies are limited and monsters roam at night. Many 
players use the threat of getting killed by their peers as a 
way to make the game more challenging, such as one player 
who has established himself as the map's "trader," with a 
"shop" near spawn. There are players who try to survive 
as long as possible without interacting with anyone else, 
and there are even players who attempt massive creative 
style builds using the hostile environment as a way to 
challenge themselves to get it done (and impress everyone 
else). 

PVE 

One can think of Player versus Environment (PvE) as 
the middle ground between Creative and Survival. Like 
Survival, there is no ability to give yourself items, and 
you must survive the challenges the base game provides. 
Unlike Survival, players are unable to kill each-other. 
Like Creative, the goal of most PvE players is to build 
amazing structures, but they must do so by collecting 
the actual resources required, and playing the game as 
it was intended in order to get the correct materials they 
need. PvE has become very well known for its accepting 
and laid back community of players, and it's dedication 
to aesthetically pleasing creations that mesh with their 
surroundings. 



What Ideas did you see on reddit and think 
were great and actually implement into 
Minecraft? 

It's mostly been tweaks to existing features. 
When I saw a great new feature, it never really 
felt right to just go and implement it as it is. We 
want to develop our vision of the game, if that 
makes sense. 



Were there any ideas you've had or seen 
that you wanted to implement into the 
game, but had to cut? 

I still think floating islands would be great in 
the game, but we never really got it to work 
good. Besides, the mods out there that already 
do it are wonderfully pretty. 



Do you still play Minecraft in your spare 
time? 

Not since I passed on the lead developer role 
to Jens. I'm taking a break from Minecraft 
now to clean out my creative batteries so I can 
hopefully start working on something original 
towards the summer. 



What is the future of Minecraft and what 
other projects are you currently working 
on? 

Minecraft will continue to receive updates 
under Jens's lead, and we're looking into how 
to make the game a bit more easy to use. Some 
aspects require a bit too much technical know- 
how still. Personally, I'm working on a small 
side project that I intend to have done within a 
few months, and then move on to a brand new 
game. 




Builds like these 
are worked on by 
hundreds of different 
players from around 
the globe at all hours 
of the day, it is the 
beauty of multiplayer. 
It is the essence of 
Minecraft, take a basic 
sandbox and start 
building. 
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Creative has been 
the hub of the 
majority of server 
activity for a very 
long time, and 
where most of the 
most well-known 
builds originate 
from. 
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instead, with our last 
drive in January raising 
money for the Child's Play 
charity. 
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Reddit's Minecraft server has a 
somewhat unique way of governing 
the game. There are no "ranks," 
players can not level up for benefits, 
and there is nothing one player 
can do to gain an advantage over 
another that the other could not gain 
themselves by playing the game. 




Does anyone moderate the servers? 



Moderators duties are pretty standard as far as enforcing 
rules goes, and they are given the ability to remove rule 
breakers by kicking them or banning them from the server. 
Mods also are given the ability to place a few of the in- 
game items that we've disallowed due to their potential 
as havoc wreckers, such as fire and lava. Moderators have 
access to these items in case players need them in their 
projects, mods can respond to requests for these items and 
use their judgement to determine if placing said item in 
the requested location will cause harm. 



What is greifing? 

"Grief is a term that might be familiar to those who play 
other online games, it is usually a malicious act where a 
user attempts to make life difficult for those trying to play 
the game. In practice, this translates to situations where 
users place or destroy creations in areas they don't "own," 
or in order to spam, annoy or taunt other users. 
Should a moderator come across a griefd structure, they 
can determine who was responsible, and can easily undo 
the done damage. All of the respective server's rules are 
posted, and users who break those rules are warned, or 
banned for a length of time determined based on how 
egregious the offense was and if there are past bans or 
warnings. 



Ok, I have Minecraft and want to play online with 
other redditors, how do I connect to the reddit 
servers? 

Playing with us is easy! You can visit http://nerd.nu for 
general information, /r/mcpublic for our subreddit, and 
can read out wiki at http://www.redditpublic.com . Users 
can connect to us directly by opening Minecraft, clicking 
on "Multiplayer," and add us to their server list or connect 
directly entering the following server IPs: 
Creative - cnerd.nu 
Survival - s.nerd.nu 



Multiplayer has a way of keeping the game interesting 
and new, even when the mechanics get familiar. An 
additional benefit of playing online comes from being 
able to learn the game through the experiences of 
others. 
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